Of the lovely Mother-Earth
Whence effloresces the seed of the vedas
Aaroor of Ardhanaariswara has blossomed].
Aaroor Arcanum is full of echoes from the Saivaite Tirumurais. It is good to bear this in mind.                    - T.N. Ramachandran
However the work is a poetic projection of Prof. S.A. Sankara Narayanan's Conception, perception and visceral response to the sacred city of Thiruvarur with its famous temple of the Lord, the Lotus tank and the many religious and literary associations which they invoke in his mind.
The work is an extraordinary one, almost beyond the comprehension of the lay reader. This is because the author has simply recorded his thoughts as they came to him in a rush almost like the rapids of a jungle river. One is reminded of Coleridge's description of the river Alph in his Xublakhan'.
Words hurl themselves forward, they hurtle, they are spilled out in an uninterrupted headlong flow. The reader has to piece out the meaning from the torrent of words, drawn from all branches of knowledge, languages, Science and Mythology included.
Echoes from poets like Tennyson, Shelley, Eliot, Goldsmith can be heard, by a discerning scholar-reader alone, sometimes the writer daringly coins words even like Keats or Shakespeare. .
Very often the association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
The total effect is something of awe married to beauty like a block of diamondiferous one. The liberty which he takes with syntax and grammar is something one can never see anywhere. Sometimes a whole line is formed out of hyphenated words.
Wheel-Mud-clay-pot-kiln-flame-scud-play-sky-verse. If pun is a golden apple to Shakespeare, rhyme and alliteration are the golden